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ceedingly well. After the drill, Mrs. Nevill, who is
a daughter of the late Charles Lever, the famous
novelist, gave us some ' chota hazri/ and took us
to-see her tame sambur, and at ten o'clock we
drove back to the Residency.

At eleven o'clock we left again, with Mr. Cor-
dery and a guard of honour, to lunch with His
Highness the Nizam. He is the greatest of the
Indian sovereigns, the Guicowar of Baroda coming
next, and the Maharajah Holkar being the third.
The city palace is neither grand nor imposing in
any way, in fact the approach looks very much
like that to an ordinary private-house. We were
received by an aide-de-camp in green uniform
and ai<juillettes, who led us up some steps into a
verandah, where the Nizam was seated. He came
forward and shook hands with us. He is a small-
built and delicate-looking young man, with black
, beard and long hair hanging down his back. He
seemed shy of talking English, but all he said
was well expressed.
, Since my visit, the Nizam's name has come very